BOOK III. CHAP. IX.                                         151

Yom copses, ponds, and rack-rent farms,
Your father's polish'd ashlar house,
And all his hounds and hares and grouse.

Me poor devil, Lord Baron,
You envy my small shred of wit;
Because it seems, as things have gone,
Old Nature had a hand in it;
She made me light of heart and gay,
With long-necked purse, not brain of clay.

Look you now, dear Lord Baron,
What if we both should cease to fret,
You being his Loidship's eldest son,
And I being mother Nature's brat?
We live in peace, all envy chase,
And heed not which o' th' two surpasses;
I in the Herald's Books no place,
You having none about Parnassus.

Upon this poem, which various persons were possessed of, in
copies scarcely legible, opinions were exceedingly divided. But
who the author was, no one could guess; and as some began to
draw a spiteful mirth from it, our friend expressed himself against
it very keenly.

" We Germans," he exclaimed, " deserve to have our Muses
still continue in the low contempt wherein they have languished
so long; since we cannot value men of rank who take a share in
our literature, no matter how. Birth, rank and fortune are no-
wise incompatible with genius and tas.te; as foreign nations,
reckoning among their best minds a great number of noblemen,
can folly testify. Hitherto indeed it has been rare in Germany
for men of high station to devote themselves to science; hitherto
few famous names have become more famous by their love of art
and learning; while many, on the other hand, have mounted out
of darkness to distinction, and risen like unknown stars on the
horizon. Yet such will not always be the case; and I greatly
err, if the first classes of the nation are not even now in the way
of also employing their advantages to earn the fairest laurels of
the Muses, at no distant date. Nothing, therefore, grieves me
more than to see the burgher jeering at the noble who can value
literature; nay even men of rank themselves, with inconsiderate'
caprice, maliciously scaring off their equal from a path wh/
honour and contentment wait on all."                                       /

Apparently this latter observation pointed at the Coui/
whom Wilhelm had heard that he liked the -poem verv maof